THE   REMINISCENCES  OF   CARL   SCHURZ
upon the captain to stop for half an hour, and I had to speak
to them from the deck of the boat. This was the earliest morn-
ing mass-meeting I ever attended.

% While " stumping " in Illinois I had an appointment to ad-
dress an afternoon open-air meeting in the capitol grounds in
Springfield, Mr. Lincoln's place of residence. He asked me to
take dinner with him at his house. At table we conversed about
the course and the incidents of the campaign, and his genial
and simple-hearted way of expressing himself would hardly
permit me to remember that he was a great man and a candidate
for the presidency of the United States. He was in the best of
humor, and we laughed much. The inevitable brass band took
position in front of the house and struck up a lively tune, ad-
monishing us that the time for the business of the day had
arrived. " I will go with you to the meeting," said Mr."Lincoln,
" and hear what you have to say." The day was blazing hot.
Mr. Lincoln expressed his regret that I had to exert myself in
such a temperature, and suggested that I make myself comfort-
able. He indeed " made himself comfortable " in a way which
surprised me not a little, but which was thoroughly character-
istic of his rustic habits. When he presented himself for the
march to the capitol grounds I observed that he had divested
himself of his waistcoat and put on, as his sole garment, a
linen duster, the back of which had been marked by repeated
perspirations and looked somewhat like a rough map of the
two hemispheres. On his head he wore a well-battered " stove-
pipe " hat which evidently had seen several years of hard serv-
ice. In this attire he marched with me behind the brass band,
after us, the local campaign committee and the Wide-Awakes.
Of course, he was utterly unconscious of his grotesque appear-
ance. Nothing could have been farther from his mind than the
thought that the world-conspicuous distinction bestowed upon
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